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^ shucks! AmT MO ^ 
CAVEMAN HEREABOUTS, 
BODKINS' AND IFFEN 
THAR WU7, I’D TIE THE 
GAIOOT IN KNOTS.’ 


GVIP! 


When Sahby tracks down a 
caveman, it is a momentous 
incid^ in his life, for he ^ 
almost gets CAVED XiSr/ 


OH. WAR 
I SHOULDN'T 
) HAVE COME 
^WlTH THEAA/ 
ME WITH A 
, SORE 
1 THROATiy 


/ VICTIMS CAN'T 
gELVING.GASey/, 
irSUPTOMETO < 
investioateTV 


A//VO St^Ai DAQGLe, SHEdtFP OF THE 70WV OF RAWHIDE, 
HIS OFFICE ASSISTANT, BODKINS. AND GABBY HAVES 
RIDING THE MOUNTAIN REGIONS.,* 


HVAK'S POWDER PASS. NOW WHAR'S 
THE DINGBUSTBD CAVEMAU WHAT'5 
SUPPOSED TO ROB evBRVaODY? 

I THINK THE WHOLE YARN IS 

A LOTTA HOGWASH/ m 
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wytn HC COMBS TO, SABBT 


THf OL* GOAT ONLy HAP A 

WATCH, BUT THIS LITTLE 
FeiLE* HAS A FAT ^ 
• WALLET.' J 


^CORKER FOLLOWS the CROOK'S' 

TAAIU TO A OAVt MOUTH.' 


OH, PEAK.' 
MY THROAT.' 


CATCH.' THIS SACK ©'GRAIN 
WILL make a TR'AIL FEK US.' 


^ABBY HAYES IS TOO 

pmoBufreo s^BT 
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GMCIOUS! 
WHAT A < 
TOWER FUL 

brute.' 

HE POESN'T 


GAsey IS aosen ro the tzuth 


HAW, HAW.' LOOHIT THE 
IRJITS' lU CUT THE ^ 
r TOPE AklP WATCH ^ 
THE PUN.' 


KNoyyS. F<X H£HASMERELVFOPEO A STKAHGBl 


HI yUH, 
FOLKS. 


TOO BAP yUH Fount? I 
hip/ns PLACE' NOW 
-r eOTTA DIE.' y- 
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, rov>.ft IT'S 


OH, PEAR' ^QUIET.'I'M eOlNO 

MV SPRAVfeR L TO GIVE VUH A 
IS EMPTY' PfAtOHSTRATION, 

THISRAI^ 


z won't! 


C'MON.' 


THAT APE, 


^ HB^.HEE.' rrWORKBO.' WHEN L" 

" 1 WHACKED BOPHINS'HAHP, HE 
STEPPED BACK AHP THREW THE CAVEMAN 
^OFP BAIANCE.' THAR THty GO INTO ‘ 
'V—— ^THE BAS PIT/^ 
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I HIP OUT EVER SINCE IN 
THE CAVE. IT'S BIN QUITE 
H^MgrPR^TABLE' 


DON'T, GABBV.' 
NE'a BUST yuH 
IN HALF.' i 


PUT UP 
YORE • 
PUKES.' 


ZAAAPE 


THEY GO.' 


.NEE' HEE.' 

A ALL IN A DAYS > 
I' )WORK,BODKINS.' 
yi THINK IT 
■n«U2 PLUMB y 
ENJOYABLE.' J 


SH&tlFFDA66Le, 
1~X'M AFRAID 
^ I N§£D A . 
r VACAJiOhi!m 
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UlK.^UCK ANO LA*/AT, THB MUtKKTMKS 
COMB UPON THB MILBNr 
7 !: A n.uNDBesp, piu.a<sbd 


MAII^^ 


BUANKS TOO.' THIS 
WA«ON--nHAIN WA* 
OUTFITTBP WITH WORTHLES* 
AMMUNITIOH.' THE BOXES 
>, ABE MISSINS, BUT I j 
) EXAMINEP SOME OF « 

'the bullbts still in 

THE SONS.' 


I'D LIKE -no ^ mask; 

MEET THB ONES) LAEIAT. 
RESPONSIBLE / LOOK. 
FOB THIS •«< WHAT iV 
MASSACRE.' ) FOUWP.' 


/ I FOONO JUMPIN3 1 
/ THIS rifle and 1 OOFHMf .' ’ 
' THESE FEW <^WHATABOUT 
CARTRIOSES BE- \THE AMMU- 
1 SIDE ONE OF THE ) NITION 
SETTLERS. HE VUAS / THE OTHERS 
RELOAPINS when \ WERE , 
KILLEa BUT THESE | USINO ? \ 
CABTRlpaES ARE A. ^ 

PUPS—they're / / 

Blanks.' ——^ J 























GABBY HAYES WESTERN 

































GABBy HAYES WESTERN 




































GABBY HAYES WESTERN 



































GABBy HAVES WESTERN 



















GABfiy HAYES WESTERN 
































GABBy HAYES WESTERN 
































GABBY HAYES WESTERN 



















































GABSy HAYES WESTERN 










































GABBY HAYES WESTERN 
































GABBY HAYES WESTERN 



(6ULPi) 

rujmtJ 


eeC^NTlY I CAME ^ 
ACRCtSr AN OLD 
NEJV5RAPER. FROM 
•me TOkVM OF GULCH, 
rr TBLL5 OF A 
SHOOTING match 
GAPpy HAD WITH 
A NAJL« KEGG. 
GAPPy NOT ONLV 
lost-. j 

gyeRV TARSET / 
COMPLETE ] 


MU5TA ^IH. 




NONE OTHER 1 TOO BAt? 
>UH LEFT TOWN THAT 
VAV, GAPPyi NEVER. 
HAD A CHANET TO TBLI 
VUH the TRUTH I 


OH, GAEPyJ 
PON*t kNOW^ 
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CHIEF 

6REy 

/yWTTEKl 


HOWDV, CHIEF 6F 
MATTER ;WHUT 
I DO FER YUH 
TODAY? 5 


Quick i 6ive me a half 

OF POtf AffAr. MR.POA 
AND MAHg n PRONTO^ 


.THAT PLENTY. 


.. If MS NBEQ 000 MBAT 
SO MUCH IN HURRY, ^ 

He MUST ee vsry r 

-- HUN0RY!-.Ly 


AW, ME Km 
WAIT/ C*MON 
OlVE ME MV 
000 MEAT‘ 




























GABBY HAYES WESTERN 



B uck DESMOND gave hU hors, his 
head, and the big bay moved wearily 
up the rise. The Arizona sun beat down 
oppressively. Ail the rambling cowboy 
could see behind him was sunbaked sand 
and cactus, with a few sparse patches of 
prairie grass, where lean cattle grazed. 

But then the bay pushed over the crest 
of the hill. 

For the first time. Buck could see what 
lay in the valley .ahead of him. 

He caught his breath in surprise! 

For there, in a narrow valley perhaps a 
half-mile long and a quarter-mile wide, 
was the greenest spot Buck had seen East 
of the Mississippi. Crass covered prairie, 
row on row of fruit trees and neatly 
plowed, black-soiled fields. It was a real 
oasis in the desert! Buck reined in the 
bay and looked down at the valley with 
admiration reflected in his sun-tanned face. 

"Some hombre’s put an awful lot of 
work into irrigating that spread,” he 
mused. He spurred the bay forward. "Let’s 
water up, boy!” 

But as Bjuck rode down the hillside into 
the green valley, he saw that there was a 
group of cowmen there before him. Their 
faces were grim, as they looked down 
toward the edge of the creek that 
meandered through the valley. Buck fol¬ 
lowed their gaze, and saw that they were 
looking at several dead cattle ... cows and 
mavericks! 

He rode up silently, in time to hear one 
of the cowmen, a lean, dark-faced man, 
exclaim, “Pizened! I tell you, they’ve been 
plzened a-purpose! Markham must have 
done it hisself!” 

“Wait a minute, Greer,” an older, white- 
haired rancher cautioned him. “We don’t 
know it was poison that killed them.” 

Buck Desmond rode easily into the 
group. 

He tipped his weather-beaten Stetson as 
they turned toward him. “Howdy, gents.” 
He indicated the bloated, stiff cattle lying 
by the water’s edge. “Having a little 
trouble?*' 

The older man nodded. “Just lost five 
' head of cattle. And Jim Greer here has 
a hunch they’ve been poisoned!” 

“A hunch!” the lean rancher exclaimed 
angrily. He flung himself fiercely to the 


water’s edge, and dipped his hand in it. 
It looked oily, unhealthily thick. “Smell 
.that!” he shouted angrily. “Sulphate o’ 
some kind! It’s been pizened a-purpose to 
keep our cattle away! And the only man 
who could-a'done it is Clint Markham! 
He’s the only one who doesn’t run stock 
in the hills!” 

ee'f HAT’S A STRONG accusation, 
* Greer!” The riders whirled. There, 
facing them, standing in clay-stained work 
boots, was a short, broad man. In his hand 
he carried a shovel, gripped tightly. He 
was looking hard at Jim Greer. 

“Saying I poisoned your cattle is some¬ 
thing you’ve got to prove,” he went on 
slowly. “Suppose you start. Or else admit 
you’re lying . . . right nowl” 

“Lying?” 

Jim Greer’s face flamed red. His hand 
moved blur-like toward his holster. But 
even as he whipped his Colt up there was 
another blur'. A gun butt smashed hard 
across his wrist, and he dropped his gun. 
Every face turned toward Buck Desmond, 
for it was he who had stopped the gunplay, 
acting with lightning reflexes! 

Buck now held his gun in his hand 
easily. 

“You gents better not act too hastily.” 
he said. “Suppose you go on home and 
think it over. Markham’s not going to run 

One of the older men said. “I don’t know 
who you are, son, but you make a heap of 
sense. C’mon, Greer! Let’s get moving. We 
can settle this later on.” 

In a group, the ranchers rode out of 
sight through the trees. Then Buck turned 
to the short man who stood, by the dead 
cattle, still clutching his spade. 

“You’re Markham, eh?” Ije said. “My 
handle’s Buck Desmond. Suppose you tell 
me what the ruckus is about.” 

Markham looked up at him intently for 
a moment. Then he grinned slowly. “I get 
so I don’t trust anybody. Mister,” he said. 
“But you look square!” He pointed at the 
green valley—at the fruit trees and the 
waving grass fields. “I built this up in the 
last five years,” he said. “Dug wells, pump¬ 
ed water, tapped some springs, plowed it, 
built windbreaks, seeded the soil. I put in 
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a lot o£ time and money. This is the only 
spot in two hundred miles growing fruit.” 

Buck nodded. "It's a good job." 

“And a hard one," Markham said. "But 
I’ve had trouble all along from the ranch¬ 
ers. Evidently they’re afraid farmers’ll 
fence off all the land and they’ll have no 
grazing land.” 

"I see,” Buck said. He looked at the dead 
cattle. "And then today—” 

“They found these calves an’ cows dead 
—poisoned by drinking from my creek. 
But I didn’t poison the water,” Markham 
said earnestly. "Why should I? I’m all 
alone here. I can’t buck a dozen ranchers 
by myself.” 

“But someone poisoned the water,” Buck 
said. “Who? And why?” 

Markham shook his head helplessly. “I 
can’t think. Except that—the one who’s 
been riding me all along has been Jim 
Greer, the thin fella who started to draw 
on me. But I can’t believe that he’d 
deliberately poison his own cattle to drive 

“Some men are strange that way,” Buck 
said. “Suppose you tell me where I can 
find Greer's ranch. Then, when it gets 
dark, tonight . . .” 

jOUCK DESMOND went on a little ride 
that night. He explored a corral, and 
a shed, and a desk, and a barn! And when 
he rode back to Markham’s green valley, 
his jaw was set. 

“Markham,” he said. "Get riding! Round 
up all the ranchers you know—every one. 
Tell them this thing is going to be settled 
tonight! Have them assemble on the road 
past Jim Greer’s spread ... at twelve!” 

Markham went to work fast. 

At eleven-thirty, the ranchers started 
drifting in, gray shadows in the night. 
One by one they came, their guns loosened 
in their holsters. When they were all there, 
at twelve. Buck Desmond held up his hand. 

"There’s been trouble on this range,” he 
said softly. “A creek’s been poisoned and 
cattle have died. We want to find out why. 
To start with we’re going to pay a call on 
Jim Greer. Let’s go!” 

They rode up to Jim Greer’s front door. 

As the clip-clop of their hoofs sounded 
through the night, Greer came out, holding 
a lantern high. “What’s goin’ on?” ho 

"We want a look at your barn, Greer," 
Buck Desmond said. "Do you mind, or 
have you something to hide?” 

Greer’s shoulders hunched for a moment. 
Then he straightened. “Go ahead.” he said 
hoarsely. “But I don’t know what you 
think you’ll findl” 


The burly ranchers crowded into the 
barn. Buck Desmond in the lead. They 
looked around, but nothing appeared to be 
out of line. Then Buck pointed a slender 
finger at an unoccupied stall. There seemed 
to be a stack of cans in it, covered by a 
gray horse blanket. 

“What have you got there, Greer?” he 
asked. 

“There? Just some empty paint cans!” 

Buck threw the blanket off. The cans 
were empty all right. But as Buck took 
some of the top ones off, the ranchers could 
see that one of the cans on the bottom had 
a white liquid in it. Buck pointed at it. 
“Empty?” he said. “How ab«ilt that?” 

For the first time, Greer lost control. 
“That’s milk,” he stammered. “I keep a 
milk cow out back.” 

“Milk.” Buck said calmly. He held the 
can out. “Drink some! It’ll do you good!” 

Greer came forward slowly, as if to ac¬ 
cept the can. But as Buck held it forward, 
the lean rancher suddenly cursed furiously. 
His hand slipped low to his waist gunbelt. 
Fof'the second time that day, it came up 
holding a Colt. Guns roared and flame 
streaked out. Acrid fumes filled the air. 
Then Jim Greer slumped forward to the 
barn floor, clutching at his gun hand. 

Buck Desmond still held the can in his 
left hand, and in his right was a smoking 
.45. He nodded at the other men, then at 
the can. 

“Sulphate,” he said. “The same poison 
that killed your cattle. I found it here when 
I went exploring earlier. Evidently Greer 
had poisoned the cattle himself, hoping to 
throw suspicion on Markham and get him 
in trouble.” 

“But why?” asked one of the ranchers. 
“Where would it get him?” 

“I did a little more exploring,” Buck 
said. "In Greer’s desk tonight, I found 
some letters ffom a Phoenix lawyer. 
Through the lawyer, he’s been trying to 
buy Markham’s valley cheap! He was get¬ 
ting anxious and probably figured the only 
way to get the property was to make it so 
tough for Markham that he’d have to 

nUCK looked down at the crestfallen 
Greer. “He’s the one that will be leav¬ 
ing now,” Buck said, “on a fong trip to 
the state penitentiary.” 

THE END 


HU the trail to excitement tcllh BUCK 
DESMOND fn erery Uttte. of GABBY 
HAYES WESTERN. 
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Ir KEEP THAT ^ 
^ 6UN HANpy, Tippy/ 
THAT FELLOW (S CROOKEP/ 
HE EVEN TRIES TO 
POUBLE-CROSS HIS mt0 
) OWN SHAPOW/ J 



